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Ivy York had always been a hot commodity among young airmen. She tried not to date them, but having an air force general for a father gave her a challenging social life. Her mother’s only goal in life seemed to be to get her to settle her down with the next available pilot and birth as many babies as possible. Just as Ivy let her mother set her up with an extremely handsome tech sergeant name Steven Jones, she met Jonathan Hayes. Having spent time with both men, Ivy can’t help but wonder if her mother finally got lucky in choosing Tech Sergeant Jones...or is Jonathan Hayes a better match for her after all?
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This book is dedicated to the young men and women looking to find their own way in the shadow of “great” parents.

Inspired by my oldest son’s time in the Air Force, I came up with Ivy’s Hot Shots. When Lattie returned home, I asked him how his time in the service was. My question sparked this book about how I think life could be growing up with powerful parents in the service. I enjoyed writing it. I hope you enjoy reading it.
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Ivy York climbed inside and slumped, half asleep, in the back of a cab. The driver turned to look at her expectantly. 

“Central Park West and sixth, please. The Vanderbilt building.” 

“You got it, lady.” 

After taking the long ride to the twentieth floor, she dragged her bags and herself into her apartment and plopped on the couch, exhausted. Looking across the room, she managed a smile and walked over to her fish tank, tapping it. The two angelfish inside swam behind the little castle on the bottom. 

“Hi, babies, Mommy’s home. Did you miss Mommy? Mommy missed you,” she said in baby talk, leaning against the glass. Walking back to the couch, Ivy pulled her phone from her purse and hit the speaker button.

Hey girl! This bouncing from state to state is wreaking havoc on our Saturday morning ritual, said a happy female voice. What’s a best friend got to do to get some time? Let me know when you get home, girl. I’ve got something for you, okay? Love ya! Ciao! 

Ivy kicked off her shoes and chuckled. 

Ivy, it’s your boss, a monotone feminine voice began. Call me when you get back to town and settle in. I have your next assignment ready. Oh, and just a reminder, your Indiana article is due on the twenty-seventh. That’s this Monday, Ivy, so get you some rest and I’ll see you then. 

“Uggh! I just got in the door and already she’s trying to send me off again.” Ivy laid back on the couch and pulled the cushion over her head as the next message began.

Hello, Sweetheart. You know I hate to talk on these things, but you’re never home. The male voice cleared his throat before continuing. Your mother and I worry about you when you go gallivanting off from place to place. One minute you’re here, the next you’re there. We can hardly keep up. Your mother doesn’t understand why you find this job necessary. We’re your parents, Ivy. If you need anything, you only have to ask and we’d be more than happy to give it to you. What did you say, honey? Tell her what? Oh, yes, and Ivy, we’d like to see more of you, too. We speak to your brother more than we speak to you and he’s on duty in Germany at the moment. Call us when you get home, dear. 

She nodded under the cushion. 

Hi, Ivy, it’s Robert. You’re not still angry with me, are you? I thought that if I gave you a little time to cool off, you’d call me, and we could talk about this. It’s been, well, we’ve been playing phone tag for almost eight months. I gotta tell you, Ivy. I’m starting to think that you’re ducking me, he added with a chuckle. Call me so we can talk things over. 

She rose to her elbow to delete the messages. “Wow, and here I am thinking that I was pretty clear about not wanting to talk to him again. I guess when I said, go to hell, drop dead, and fuck you and the horse you rode in on wasn’t plain enough for him to understand that I didn’t want to see him anymore. Huh, who knew he was that dumb. Perhaps the use of weapons along with words might do the trick next time.” 

Ivy settled onto the couch to sleep but was startled awake by the phone a short time later.  

“So much for a nap. Yes, hello.” 

“Ivy, dear. Are you alright? Where are you?” 

“I’m fine, Mom. I’m home. My flight came in earlier this afternoon. I must have fallen asleep,” she said, rubbing her eyes. “How’s everything?” 

“Everything is fine, sweetheart, just fine. Your father will be home around six if you’d like to talk to him.” 

“That’s cool.” 

“Is everything all right, honey?” 

“Yeah, Ma. I’m just tired.” 

“Are you dating anyone now?” 

Ivy sat up with a groan. “No, Mom, I’m not and can we not go there.” 

“We're not going anywhere, Ivy.”

“Mom...”

“I just think you’re getting a little old to be alone, that’s all.”

“I’m not alone, Mom. I’m single. There’s a difference.”

“Well, I think that at thirty years old you should be married with children already not single.” 

Ivy scoffed and pulled a discarded pillow onto her lap as she sat up. “I’m going to be twenty-six, Mother, not thirty. That’s my brother. You’re mixing your children up,” she told her. “I’d appreciate it if you didn’t pack the years on me just yet, okay?” 

“I know how old you are, Ivy. I was just rounding off. All I’m saying is—” 

“Mom, please, I know what you’re saying. You say it all the time. You say, Ivy, you need to get married so you can stay home and give me some grandkids,” she told her mimicking her in a high pitch voice.  “Then I say, for the one-hundredth time, Mom, I like my job and I’m not ready to have kids yet.”

“I don’t sound like that, Ivy.”

Ivy rolled her eyes. “Yes Mom, you do. Besides, you need a man to make these wonderful grandkids you want so badly. At the moment I am very much man-less. The good thing is I’m cool with that. It’s by choice that I’m single.” 

“Yes, Ivy. I’m aware of that, but I know plenty of eligible young airmen that are bachelors. If you want me to I—” 

“Thanks, Ma, but no. I can find my own dull, boring, career-building husband serving in the air force if that was what I was looking for,” Ivy said, rolling her eyes. 

“That’s very funny, Ivy, but every woman needs a husband and children to keep her in high spirits. You, your brother, and your father made my life extremely content,” her mother said undeterred. 

“Mom, I am happy. You act as though I hate my life like I don’t even have a life without a man.” Ivy threw the pillow to the side and walked across the room to the small bar in the corner. “I do like my life, you know. Why is that so hard for you to grasp?” 

She pulled out a glass from underneath, dropped in two ice cubes, and pulled a bottle of dark liquor from the small fridge. 

“It isn’t, Ivy. It’s just that every woman needs a husband to give us direction and children to keep us focused,” her mother insisted. “It’s part of what we do as women. It’s who we are.”

Ivy stared at the phone, flabbergasted. “Mom, that statement is straight from the dark ages. It scares me that you even believe it.” She reached under the bar and removed a can of diet cola, poured it into the glass on top of the alcohol and ice then stirred the mixture with her finger. “What makes you think I don’t have any direction? I have direction. I directed myself to college, then into an internship at Hot. When I started at Hot, we were both brand new. Now it’s a widely circulated magazine and I’m a full time and a well-known writer in my field...remember?” Ivy lifted the cup and took two big gulps. “I think that shows some type of direction. Don’t you?” 

“Yes, yes, Ivy. Your achievements are very nice, admirable even, but you still need a husband and children to feel totally complete. We all do.” 

Ivy stared at the phone again with a raised brow. Shaking her head, she gulped down the rest of her drink and quickly made another. 

“Okay, Ma, you know what? I have to go. I’ll call back when dad comes home.” 

“All right, Ivy. I love you.” 

“Love you, too, Ma. Bye.” Ivy hung up and shook her head. “How could she have spent most of her life over here and still manage to live in the dark ages at the same time? Unbelievable.” She sipped her drink. “Huh, I might consider having a boyfriend—hell, maybe even a husband—if she wasn’t trying to throw a bunch of crazy airmen at me all the time.” She thought for a moment then shook her head and dialed another number. “Nah!” 

“Hey, Kell. What’s up?” 

“Ivy! Girl, tell me you’re back. I have got some great news for you,” came the excited reply. 

“Yes, I’m back. I got in earlier this afternoon.” 

“Are you free for an early dinner?” 

“Sure. What time?” 

“How about an hour, at Mama Leone's?” 

“An hour? Girl, I thought you were talking about seven o’clock, maybe even seven-thirtyish. I haven’t even been up for an hour, Kelley, and I just got off the phone with my mother.” 

“Hmm, you guys had that married with children talk again?” 

“Yup.” 

“Well, you’re probably in need of a good drink.” 

Ivy paused in mid-sip and toasted the air. “Oh yeah. I’m already having it.” 

Kelley chuckled. “Come on, Ivy. I’m trying to find a way to get you out of the house. I haven’t seen you in three weeks. I miss you, man. It’s not as much fun playing handball by yourself, you know.” 

“Kelley...” she whined. 

“Oh, come on. You gotta eat, right? I know how much you like to eat. Hey, I’ll buy it.” 

She sighed. “Okay, okay. I’ll be there.” 

“Great, and look cute, too, okay? Bye!” 

“What? Look cute? Kell...uggh!” She slid the phone across the coffee table and finished her drink. “I swear. Between Kell and my mother, I can’t take another aggravating ass woman in my life.” 

Ivy put her empty glass next to the phone and went back to her room. Passing the long mirror on the wall that separated the closet and her dresser, she stopped and viewed herself turning to and fro. 

“Well, I guess she didn’t mean my jammies when she said cute, so...” She pulled open the closet doors and pushed past several business type suits, skirts, dresses, and pants, before coming to the black jeans she was looking for. After adding a sleeveless, light brown sweater, black boots, and a little makeup, she brushed her hair and stepped back in front of the mirror. Ivy was often told while growing up that she looked like her mother because of her strong Asian features, but she didn’t think so. Of course, she thought her mother was beautiful, but she was small and petite. Ivy was taller and curvier, more like the women in her father’s family. It was true that Ivy shared her mother’s dark Asian eyes, long dark hair, and high cheekbones, but there was a natural curl to her hair and her skin was light brown, thanks to her father’s contribution to her gene pool. She turned this way and that, smiling. 

“I’ll have to call Tina and tell her she was right about this little outfit.” The view of the back of her outfit made a face. “Hmm, a little more butt to fill out the back view wouldn’t kill me, though.” 

With a shrug, she went into the living room and dragged one of her bags to her bedroom. Digging through it, she stuffed several items into a plastic bag, transferred her personal effects from one pocketbook to another, and left her apartment in search of a cab. 

Arriving at Mama Leone’s, a popular Italian eatery on Broadway and Forty-Third Street, Ivy quickly spotted her best friend. Kelley Kingsley stood out in the crowd. They were opposites in almost every feature. Kelley’s tall voluptuous body, large almond eyes, flawless, dark skin, and her extravagant use of jewelry made her appear to be some sort of African royalty. She rose with her arms wide and a pleasant smile as Ivy approached. As her friend bent low to hug her, Ivy chuckled to herself. She was used to the staring eyes when she and her friend were together.

“Kelley, you look fantastic and your hair is laid, as usual.”  

“Thanks, girl. You know when you ain’t here. I gotta call your girl Tina to keep me hooked up with what’s in style.” Kelley pushed one of the long braids that framed her face behind her ear. “You know I got to have my braids, girl,” her friend said with a tilted head. “Okay, Ivy, what is this?” She flicked a hand at her. “I thought I said give me cute.”

Ivy looked down at herself. “I thought this was cute.” 

“Okay, I’ll give you that, but it’s casual cute. I wanted sexy-cute.” 

Ivy lifted a brow. “Sexy-cute?” 

“Yeah, girl. You know you always gotta come prepared because you never know who you might meet. Oh! Speaking of cute girl, do you like the shoes? I just got them.” 

Kelley flung her foot from under the table, showing off a black patent leather shoe with a little pink bow around the edge. 

“Ooo very cute.” Ivy chuckled. “What does that make, like, your five hundredth pair of cute shoes?” 

“Not yet, girl, but I’m working on it. Okay, so I guess I need to be a little more specific with the level of cuteness I be requiring of you, huh? That was my fault, but damn, Ivy, get with the program. When I said it, you should have known where I was coming from. You could have at least worn a sweater that showed off your boobs better. You’ve got nice ones and they’re real. You need to flaunt them more. You can’t find a man by keeping the girls covered up,” Kelley told her. 

“What is with you?” Ivy sent a quick look around the restaurant. “You better not have some fool jumping from out of the shadows, meeting us here. I’m not in the mood for any blind dates. What I really want to do is just jump in my pajamas and crash, but you swayed me with the offer of food.” She chuckled. “I did just get back from Indiana, you know.” 

“How was Indiana?” Kelley asked, ignoring her mini outburst. 

“It was a blast, man. Indianapolis is a nice city.” 

“Good evening, ladies, and welcome to Mama Leone’s. I’m Eric, and I’ll be taking care of you.”

Ivy looked up at their waiter as he handed her and Kelley their menus. His clean-shaven face had boyish good looks and deep dimples. 

“Can I get you something to drink to start off with or maybe an appetizer?” 

“Are you old enough to serve drinks, Eric?” Kelley asked with a raised eyebrow. 

“Kelley, stop that,” Ivy said with false sternness, but she was inclined to agree.

“What? I’m just checking. I’d hate to be arrested for contributing to the delinquency of a minor.” 

Ivy hid her laughter behind her menu.  

“Yes ma’am, I’m old enough to serve and buy alcohol,” he answered with a smile. 

“Is that a southern accent I hear, Eric?” Ivy asked.

Before Eric could answer, Kelley’s finger went up. 

“Wait! Let me guess. You’ve come to the big city to be a famous model. Right?” 

“No, ma’am, I’m not a model. I am an actor,” he told them with a smile.

“Hmm...” Kelley pulled out a card and handed it to him. “Forget acting for now. Think modeling, sweetie, and call me. I know some people. Trust me,” she added with a wink then picked up the menu. “Okay, Eric, you can bring me a Bahama Mama. Ivy?” 

“Rum and cola, please,” Ivy replied, letting a few giggles slip out. 

“Thank you. I’ll bring those right back.” 

Eric shoved the card into his apron pocket and walked away, writing on his pad. They watched him and Ivy let her laughter fall out freely. “You are such a hoe.” 

Kelley wagged her finger. “Uh-uh, Ivy. We do not say the H-word. I am an independent, single woman that likes sex with single men.”

Ivy laughed harder.

“It’s very liberating. You should try it, Ivy.” She lifted her menu to block her view of Ivy. “Besides, I’m just trying to help the boy.” 

Kelley peeked over her menu to see Ivy’s twisted lip expression. They both burst into fits of laughter. Eric returned with their drinks and took their order. A short time later Ivy pulled a from under the table.

“Ooo, you know how much I love gifts. Thanks, girl,” Kelley squealed. 

Kelley sat back and pulled out a cigarette. At her first puff, a different waiter appeared by her side. 

“I’m sorry, ma’am. We no longer allow smoking in this restaurant.” 

“Oh, shit, that’s right.”

“It’s only been like that for the last few years,” Ivy reminded her.

“Well, when I go out it's not that often for dinner. How the hell did they get a big ass city like New York to go smoke-free, anyway?” 

Ivy rolled her eyes. “Must be all those pain in the neck people, like myself, who enjoy breathing clean air.” 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah.” 

Kelley scanned the floor around the table then looked back on top of the table before dropping the cigarette into her water goblet. Ivy made a face. 

“What? I wasn’t going to drink it anyway. Hey, I almost forgot why I wanted you to come out.” She slid an envelope across the table. “Here you go.” 

“What’s this?” 

“It’s your cut, Ivy. Not an equal cut, but it’s a nice one all the same.” 

“Come on, Kell. I don’t even help with the business anymore.” 

“Ivy, we both know that if it weren’t for you I wouldn’t even have this little business at all. Let me give you a percentage of the profits every quarter. It’s the least I can do.” 

“Little? Girl, please. Spotless is hardly a little business anymore. It’s number one in this city.”

“Yeah, but it started with just me and you. Don’t you want to know where the money came from?” 

Ivy nodded, picking up the envelope. “Sure, enlighten me.” 

“We got the Triton-Millennium account,” Kelley said, excitedly.  

“Get outta here?” 

“For real, I got the call last week. We beat out three other companies. That’s from the down payment and we get to go to the meet and greet they’re holding there next Saturday night.” 

“Congratulations, Kell. I remember you put a bid in for it, but with so many other companies bidding, I knew it would be hard so I just wished you luck. I should have known better.” 

“Yes, you should have,” Kelley, said smugly. 

Ivy finally looked in the envelope. “Whoa...and to think, all this came about because you were too lazy to clean that room by yourself,” she said with a chuckle. 

“Hey, don’t knock my methods. They work. Soon as you couldn’t help me anymore, I hired someone else, and so, and so on.” 

Ivy continued laughing. 

“By the way, I sent Penny to your house while you were gone.” 

“Thanks, man. I swear, if it wasn’t for her, I think my poor little Minnie and Mickey would’ve been floating upside down a long time ago.” She folded the envelope and stuffed it in her pocket. 

Kelley looked at her watch and stood. “Girl, I gotta get outta here. I need a damn cigarette. Besides, I got Dexter coming over to give me a message, later.” 

“Dexter! Are you still seeing him?” She stood and grabbed her jacket. 

“Only for the massages, Ivy,” Kelley assured her. With a giggle “He hasn’t gotten any in a long time.” 

“Yeah, right.” 

Kelley put some money in the black book on the table with the bill. As she gathered her things, she sent Eric a wink and headed for the door. 

“Call me, Ivy, and I’ll get you a massage with Dex, too. Ooo there’s a cab.” She swung the cab door open. “Okay, I’m out, girl. Call me, okay?” She gave Ivy a hug. “We’re still on for our Saturday thing, right? Bring your clothes for the party with you. Love you, call me. Bye!” She slammed the door and waved out the window. 

Ivy shook her head laughing. “Imagine that. I couldn’t get a word in at that time either.”  
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“So, why am I going to this party again?” Ivy asked.

“You’re my plus one and, you obviously keep forgetting, you’re also my partner. A silent, lesser paid partner, but a partner never-the-less,” Kelley clarified. 

“Right, right.” 

“Not everyone gets invited to these kinds of things, Ivy. We got our invite because we just got the Triton-Millennium cleaning account. Lots of big money people are going to be there. You might meet someone you can interview. Speaking of, did you finish your story?” 

“It’s not a story, it’s an article, and yes, I did. I printed it last night and stuffed it in the envelope so I can take it to Sherri on Monday.” 

“When can I get a copy of the magazine?” 

“A couple of weeks. Every department has turned in their articles then it will go to print.” 

“Fine, fine. Okay, let’s lay the ground rules before we get there.” 

Ivy rolled her eyes and let her head fall against the window. “Here we go.” 

“Now look, you look super sexy, so try not to act so damn smart and scare away any of the good ones, okay?” 

Ivy’s head snapped upright. “What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“Oh come on, Ivy. You know how you do.” 

She sputtered. “So you’re saying I’m supposed to act stupid on purpose? What kind of guy is that gonna get me?” 

“Now you’re overreacting.” 

“No, I’m not. I’ll tell you what kind. Some puffed-up idiot who gets off on feeling smarter and more dominant than his woman, that’s what! Thanks, but no thanks. Been there, done that. You know who would put up with a man who can’t hold an intelligent conversation? Hoes, gold-diggers, and dingbats, because they’re there for another reason anyway. No offense.” 

“None taken,” Kelley said with a flippant wave. 

“I’ll pass this go around. I’m just here for moral support.”  

“Now, Ivy, you know that’s not what I was trying to say at all.” Kelley looked out the window briefly before continuing. “But, if he’s got some real money, you would consider toning it down a little bit, right?” 

She sucked her teeth. “Girl, shut up.” 

The driver dropped them at the hotel and a doorman stepped up promptly. Kelley extended a satiny burgundy stiletto at the end of a long shapely leg out of the car. Ivy couldn’t help but smile when her friend stood up to tower over the doorman. The doorman helped next and she followed Kelley inside.

Another doorman showed them to the Chelsea Ballroom where all the conference rooms were adjoined and almost filled to capacity. They stood beside him as he introduced Kelley and their company in a loud voice. All eyes were on them as they walked in smiling and moved smoothly through the crowd. Ivy scanned the crowd and saw a group of people waving at her. She was taken aback until she saw Kelley returning the people’s waves. Kelley ordered a drink for them both from a passing waitress and then led the way across the room.

“Kelley, you look fabulous, as always, darlin,” an older woman with bright red hair said as she approached. 

“Thanks, Paula. You look nice, too.” 

“I love it when your hair is up like that. It’s all twisty, turny, and such, and the little pearls are just darling, dear. I wish I could do all that with my hair, “she added fingering her curls.

“Oh please, Paula. We all thank God that you can’t do that with your hair. It would be all greasy and matted and downright disgusting in less than two days flat.”

Ivy turned. The small circle laughed at the older, well-dressed man’s comment.

“So, who’s your friend, Kelley?” he asked, leaning closer to her.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Let me introduce you all. Guys, this is my best friend, Ivy York. She’s a writer at Hot Magazine. Ivy, this is Art Livingston. He’s the owner of Apple of my Eye art gallery on Forty-Sixth and Avenue of the Americas.” 

Art, a cute but balding white man greeted her. “Nice to meet you, Ivy. You have fabulous skin and excellent bone structure. Has anyone ever painted you?” 

“Umm, no, but thank you.” 

“This is Paula Radcliff. She’s Manhattan’s top interior designer. She designed this very room and all the other ballrooms here.” 

Ivy turned to Manhattan’s finest designer. Everything about her had shock value. Her twisted and spiked bright red hair had no certain pattern, the make-up around her eyes was a similar red and her lipstick was even brighter making her pale skin even paler in comparison. Even the woman’s outfit was an eclectic blend of satins and wool in various shades of blue. The combination of it all left Ivy questioning her sanity. 

“Oh stop, Kelley. I’m not the—Oh, who am I kidding? I am the best! By the way, I did all the specialty rooms here, too.” She laughed with a snort then bit the olive off the toothpick in her glass. 

“Nice to meet you,” Ivy said in greeting. 

Kelley laughed with her and nudged Ivy. “Modest, isn’t she?” she whispered. 

Ivy held her smile, managing not to let any giggles slip.

“Okay, this guy right here is Jason Rogers. He owns one of the top security companies in the city, and this is Isaiah Johnson. Isaiah owns a restaurant called the Greasy Spoon. There’s one down here near City Hall and one in Queens. The best breakfast ever, girl.” She leaned down to her ear again. “We thought when the Towers fell, his business would be damaged or maybe go under since it was so close, but he got lucky. Now he’s raking in the dough from the Financial District and the students at Pace University because two other restaurants close by were damaged.” 

“Hi,” Jason, the large, blonde-haired and blue-eyed security company owner said. He offered her his hand, but before she could take it, Isaiah sidestepped him and took her hand. Ivy had to raise her eyes to make eye contact with him. He was a nicely built man with muscles evident even in the expensive tux he wore. His hair was cut close to his head and lined neatly. 

Ivy watched her hand slowly rise up his torso. His eyes were large and almond-shaped with long sweeping lashes. The lustful fire that burned in the honey-colored orbs was obvious as they stared into hers. Isaiah was the epitome of tall, dark, and handsome. 

“Hellloo, Ivy,” he said in a singing voice and brought her hand to his wet lips. “So, Ivy, what is it that you do, again?” 

Ivy made a face as she slid her hand out of his, discreetly checking it for slime before slowly sliding it down her dress. 

“I’m a writer at Hot Magazine.” 

“Hot, huh?” 

“I’ve seen that magazine, but I hardly ever have time to read, though. I never have time for myself. I’m always out spending someone else’s money,” Paula chimed in, laughing again as she traded her empty glass for a full one from a passing waiter. 

“Do you have a card, honey? You’ll want people to know who you’re representing. I might need to get in touch with you in case
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